POSTSCRIPT
and now went on with their work coolly, through all those
anxious days, rushing about all over the city, interceding with the
Germans, getting passports and visas and tickets. We were all
worried that war was coining soon, but they were set to remain
and go on with their work even if war broke out.
Slowly the days went by and we sat up there and looked down
on Prague. A chipped and ancient enamelled jug of coffee, a
rusty old pan full of meat, sometimes appeared as by magic
and were left on the central heating for us to discover. We sent'
inquiries downstairs to know how our cause was faring, and the
reply came back that 'everything is being done', but successive
mishaps undid everything. One day special aeroplanes stood by
in London to come and fetch us, but the Germans would not
have it. The next, a fleet of motor cars pulled into the courtyard
to drive us to the frontier, but were sent away again.
Our only news of the outer world came through a radio set
that a friendly attach6 later lent us- We turned the knob and,
cooped up there, we heard Birmingham, well fed and secure,
singing 'He's a jolly good fellow9 for Mr. Chamberlain. Then we
heard Mr. Chamberlain himself, proclaiming how good and noble
Munich had been and how surprised and disappointed he was
that Hitler had not kept faith. If Hitler was not very careful,
we gathered, Mr. Chamberlain might soon even brandish that
umbrella.
At last, after an anxious week, the Germans sent back our
passports with a secret police permit to leave the country by the
Polish frontier. I went down into the city to get tickets and visas
and to look for the last time at Prague.
It was much worse than Vienna. In Vienna the interminable
noise was the nerve-racking thing. In Prague the silence was even
more depressing and nerve-consuming. Now and again German
bombers came roaring over the city, looking like wicked sharks
as they swam about the sky with their wheels tucked up into their
sleek bellies. The metallic voice of the conqueror's loud speakers
from time to time blared his orders to the people. But apart from
these and kindred noises Prague was a silent and lifeless city.
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